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FOTHAM's FABLE. 


4 


FFF 
O LD P/umb, who tho” bleſt in his Kentiſh retreat, 
Still thrives by his Oilſhop in Leadenhall-Areet, 
With a Portugal Merchant, a Knight by Creation, 
From a Borough in Cormuall receiv'd Invitation. 1 


15 5 8 Well- 


Well. aſſured of each Vote,well equip't from the Alley, 
In queſt of Election Adventures they ſally. . Y 
Tho' much they diſcours'd, the long way to beguile, 
Of the Earthquakes, the Jews, and the — 
Of che Iriſh, the Stocks, and the Lott'ry Committee, 
They came filent and tired into Exeter City. 
5 Some Books, prithee Landlord, to paſs a dull Hour; 5 
No Nonſenſe of Parſons, or Methodiſts ſour, 
No Poetical ſtuff.—a damn'd jingle w Rhimes, | 
6 But ſome Pamphlet that's new, and a touch on the 
1 0 Lord! ſays mine Hoſt, you may hunt the rag 
61 queſtion if any ſuch ching can be found : 
© I never was aſk'd for a Book by a Gueſt ; 


And Pm ſure I have all the great Folk in the 72 elt. 


| © None of theſe to my Knowledge eer call'd for a Book; 
6:6 But ſee Sir, the Woman with F ich, and the Cook ; 
-” Here's the fatteſt of Carp, ſhall we dreſs you. a brace? T 
F Wade you chuſe any Soals, or a Ane, or Plaice”? . 
„„ te 


8 


(5) 
A Place, quoth the Knight, we muſt have to be ſure, 


c But firſt let us ſee that our Borough's ſecure. 


0 We'll talk of the Place when we've ſettled the Poll: 


0 They may dreſs us for Supper the Mullet and Soal. 
Hut do you, my good Landlord, look over yourShelves, 
For a Book we muſt have, we're ſo tired of ourtelvtz 
In troth, Sin L Med had a Book in my Life, : 
© But the Prayer Book and Bible 1 bought for my Wife”, 
© Well ! the Bible muſt do but why don't you take in 
5 Some monthly Collection ? the New Magazine | >” 


The Bible was brought and laid out on the Table, 


. And open'd at Fotham' s moſt appoſite Fable; y > 
The Tale of the Trees. This chin in with their bent : 
And Plumb look't for an hint tor his Planting in Kent. : 
| as Freeport began with this Verſe, tho' no Rhime--- : 
M The Trees of the Foreſt went forth on a Time, 
(To what purpoſe our Candidates ſcarce could expect, 
For it was not, they ound, to tranſplant but ELECT) 


© To | 


To the Olive and Fig- tree their Deputies came, 

© But by both were refus'd, and their anſwer the ſame : 
| © Quoth the Olive, Shall I leave my Fatneſs and Oil 
© For an unthankful Office, a dignified Toll ? 


« Shall 1 leave, quoth the Fig-tree, my Sweetneſs and 


Fr uit, 


5 c To be envy'd, or ſlav'd in ſo vain a Purſuit = 


| Thus rebuff 'd and ſurpriz'd they apply'd to the "00 
He anſwer d: : Shall I leave my Grapes and my Wine ? 
(Wine the ſovereign Cordial of God and of Man) 

c To be made or the Tool or the Head of a Clan ? 

© Then It hap'd, as it always falls out in a ſcramble, 

That the Mob gave the cry for a Bramble! a Bramble! 
© A Bramble for ever! O! Chance unexpected 0 

50 But Bramble prevail d and was duly elected”. | 
<Q! ho! quoth the Knight ich. a Look moſt profound, 

0 Now ] fee there's ſome good 7 in good Books to be found. 

C I wiſh I had read this ſame Bible before: 

«Of long Miles at the leaſt *twould have ſay'd us — 


5 You, 


„ 
© You, Plumb,with yourOlives andOil might have ſtaid, 
And my ſelf might have tarried my Wines to unlade. 
© What have Merchants to do from their Buſineſs to 
y | 1 ramble}! 
© Your Electioneer-Errant ſhould ſtill be a Bramble”. 


Thus ended at once the wiſe Comment on Fotham, 


And our Citizens' Jaunt to the Borough of Gotham. 


